FANGS 


Author: Aristidel 

Bands: Metallica 

Characters: James Hetfield, Jason Newsted, Kirk Hammett, Lars Ulrich, Rob Trujillo 
Relationships: A/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen Slash] 


Updated: Thu May 24 2018 14:42:40 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


How to stop a lead guitarist who is a vampire? 


Author's Notes: 
| thought that a vampire story might be a good idea. And | have written it for BIFFNO 2018. 


Enjoy! 


FANGS 


Chapter | - How to stop a lead guitarist who is a vampire? 


Who's there out in the night 
It's The Ripper with his Bride 
Holding her in his loving arms 


Kissing her neck with his nice little fangs 


He shies the humans 

Because they are too weok 

Not enough blood in their veins 

And there's not enough struggling when he bites 


Sunrise is too bad 

Would burn him to ashes 

So, Moonlight must be enough 

It's enough to keep him from getting sad 


But it's always the night 

When the stars are sparkling bright 

He can't be without a Bride 

He always brings Death - taking the light 


«Kirk! Kirk! Fuck ... KIRK! Stop it! Don't you fucking get me? It's unbelievable! Stop the shit, fucker, or I'll kill you! 
KIIIRK! STOP IT" 


Now, Kirk whirled around and stared daggers out of his beautiful dark eyes at James while he stopped 
tormenting the strings of his guitar with his usual green pick. 


"WHAT? Why are you fucking yelling at me, James? There's no need to yell at me, you know," he told James in 
arrogant grandezza. "My vampire's hearing is excellent. | can hear the breathing of a slimy worm deep down 
somewhere in the deepest earth of my garden - well, it's my park, to bee precise - and the moving of a 
spider's leg ten miles away of us, not to mention the noise of a falling leaf off some tree by hitting the ground 
.. So, don't ..!" 


As James came near, Kirk didn't mind that James was a lot taller than him, and that James looked pissed. 


Extremely pissed. Instead it seemed that he looked down at James. 


James now snorted, staring back at Kirk who nearly burst from energy. Kirk's long dark curls seemed to 


sparkle Trom electricity. IT was Uunbelievable and made James Turious. 
parkle f lect It believable and made J fi 


"I'm fucking NOT interested in the breathing of one of the fucking slimy worms deep down somewhere in your 
garden - okay, park - you are used to have as a snack in between, fucker!" James yelled at Kirk, gripping hard 
the neck of his own guitar. "Don't you get it? You are playing too fast, you completely cretin! TOO FAST .. As 
always, | have to add" 


James wiped his sweaty forehead, breathing hard. 


"What? | should play too fast?" Kirk now looked hurt. "TOO FAST? Excuse me, my dear James, but | thought 
that Metallica is used to play Heavy Metal and not some weakly pop songs, or some classical concerts! Not, 
that | would have anything against classic music, and | like Mozart and Bach, by the way - BUT | don't like 
slimy worms as a snack. Do you think that | use to dig for slimy worms somewhere in my park by ruining my 
fingernails? There's no way. | am used to have an excellent cook in my vampire's household, as you must know 
very well .. You must be mad, you idiot .. Oh, excuse me, my DEAR James, | wanted to say." 


He then hissed at James, showing up his nice little fangs between his full and beautiful lips. He looked 
completely irritated. 


"James is right, Kirk," Rob now calmly said. He had stopped playing his bass, too. "You are playing too fast. The 
song has a normal beat of 240 and not of 1000 - with double or triple time feel .. We just want you to play 
this song in exactly the tempo in what we have composed it. Your amps might explode if you'll go on to play 
like this, and you've ruined several amps lately. Anything like that really won't look good on stage, and there 
might be a huge firestorm inside the studio .. Think about that." 


Immediately, Kirk hissed at Rob, too, staring daggers at the bass player. 

"| don't like youl” 

It was his usual and favorite saying. 

"| can live with that," Rob said and just shrugged. He wasn't impressed by Kirk's arrogant vampire manners. 

"| can play as fast as | want, and maybe, | gonna kill you to shut you up, asshole! Oh, | beg your pardon .. | 
consider killing you, my dear Robert. On the spot, by the way," Kirk now threatened, staring at Rob in arrogant 


fury. His dark eyes glittered and he had narrowed them. "Yes, | think that killing you is a very good idea” 


In the blink of an eye the razor-sharp blade of Rob's samurai's sword touched Kirk's neck, getting Kirk freeze 


in place. 


"And | don't think so," Rob casually mentioned, giving Kirk a wide smile. Uh, excuse me, | wanted to say my 


DEAR Kirk." 


He always was prepared to do his job as a vampire slayer, and to let Kirk know how to behave, especially as a 
vampire with the acceptable manners of a vampire of noble blood. It wasn't an easy job because Kirk was an 


extremely arrogant vampire - and a lead guitarist-diva. And because of this, Kirk the Vampire - of noble blood 


- was pretty hard to handle. 


Kirk had shrieked back a little now, cross-eyed looking down at the flawlessly shimmering blade, then he 
stomped his foot and hissed at Rob once more. 


"| am the SON of Dracula, and my beloved father will take bloody revenge if a vampire slayer out of the 
gutter like you even will think about killing his own son ... His also BELOVED son, | have to add .. AND | don't like 
you!" 


Rob just grinned, then he whirled around the sword in his right hand and sheathed it as fast as he had drawn 
it. He mostly wore his sword in his back, covered up by his usually loose shirt and his long dark hair. In 
addition, he always had a collection of wooden stakes with him, in special holsters around his hips and lower 


legs. 


As a vampire slayer he always was on duty. Kirk was his bandmate in Metallica, and Rob loved him because of 


this. 
But he didn't trust him. 


"Dracula's son, or not, you're just a pretty young and unexperienced vampire, and I'm a not so young but very 
experienced vampire slayer," he calmly told Kirk, who still stared at him in hatred, smiling at the vampire once 
more. "Your dear father, Dracula, has asked me and Jason to keep a sharp eye on you, and to protect you 


from overestimating your vampire's abilities until you have learned how to behave ... Right, Jase?" 

He turned his head and looked over at his colleague and former Metallica bassist Jason Newsted, who sat on a 
stool in the background of the large studio and was watching the rehearsing. Jason held an unplugged bass in 
his lap, playing some fast bass lines to warm up his fingers. His own samurai's sword laid on the floor beside 
his stool. Still sheathed. 

Now he lifted his head and smiled at Rob. 


"Right, Rob," he said. Then he nodded at Kirk. "And you unexperienced fucker better listen to Rob and obey his 


orders. Or mine, by the way." 
"Obey YOUR orders?" Kirk stomped his foot once more. The floor heavily vibrated. "| won't allow you and Rob 
to give me orders. Any orders! | am Dracula's son! Do you hear me? I'm Dracula's son, and that means that 


l'm a vampire of extremely noble blood" 


"Yeah, we know that," Jason answered. He looked relaxed. "You use to let us know about this fact every three 


minutes, or so. It's getting annoying." 


Kirk was stunned. He stared at Jason without blinking, his mouth hanging open. His vampire's fangs couldn't 


have got overseen. 
Jason and Rob smiled at each other. Being vampire slayers they both had a hard job to do, and they did it well. 


Since many years. 


And Kirk had got a vampire just fourteen month ago. He was a "baby vampire", so to say. And because of this 
he was overly arrogant and got on everybody's nerves all the time since then. 


Now Kirk turned his head and looked at James, again in hatred and bloodlust. But he seemed to be completely 


disoriented about what was going on. 


"What is Jason doing here, my dearest James? He isn't a member of Metallica any longer. | don't like his 
attitude, and there's no need of TWO vampire slayers to ‘protect: me. This is ridiculous." 


James looked a little tired and gave a sigh, wiping his forehead once more. 


"Jason is my boyfriend, as you know very well, and | want him to stay .. ‘kay, he's a vampire slayer as well, 
but, firstly he is my boyfriend. And he doesn't ‘protect YOU, by the way .. Oh, excuse me, my DEAR Kirk. You 
little fucker need to show some respect to Jason .. And to Rob as well. | don't tolerate your unbelievably 
arrogant attitude, Kirk. Your manners ain't acceptable, especially for a vampire of noble blood, as you 


mercifully let us know every three or four minutes .. So, | think I'll kill you. On the spot, my DEAREST Kirk" 


Chapter 2 - How to handle an arrogant baby-vampire? 
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FANGS 
Chapter 2 - How to handle an arrogant baby-vampire? 


Kirk the vampire furiously stared at James, after James had told him that he wanted to kill him on the spot. 


His dark eyes were narrowed. This usually meant danger. 


„| TOTALLY don't like youl" he yelled at James, his dark eyes narrowed. This usually meant danger. "| fucking 
don't like you!" 


James rolled his eyes. 

"And | fucking don't mind," he yelled back. 

"But | TOTALLY don't like you, fucker! And | don't like Jason as well. He might be your boyfriend, or whatever .. 
For me he is, first of all, a damned motherfucker of a vampire slayer," Kirk barked at James, still in fury. 
"He's not worth to live .. AND | dort like his attitude, by the way." 


"That's enough now, Kirk," Jason calmly said. 


He stood up, after he had put away the bass what he had held in his lap, and had grabbed his samurai's sword 
at the same time. 


Then he approached Kirk who backed off a little, hissing at Jason. 

Jason just grinned as he saw Kirk's reaction 

"Uh, poor, poor Kirkie." 

He briefly touched Kirk's long curly mane with the tip of his now unsheathed sword. Then he drew back his 
sword with the supernatural tempo of a vampire slayer, cutting off a strand of dark hair on the left side of 


Kirk's head. 


Kirk shrieked and hopped back, ripping open his dark eyes in shock. He cross-eyed stared at the small strand of 


dark curls on the floor. 


"You've hurt me .. You HURT me, and | haven't allowed that you could even think about hurting mel You HURT 


mel" 
He nearly got hysterical. 
"Go away, you fucking piece of shit! You've hurt me." 


"Awww" Jason sighed. "| just cut off a tiny strand of your beautiful vampire's hair. It's already grown back .. 


Just have a look, and you'll get the fact" 


Kirk immediately grabbed at the long curly strands at the left side of his head and got it that Jason had told 
him the truth. The tiny strand had grown back in the meantime. 


"Ooh," he happily sighed in relief. "| totally have been in fear that you might have got me bold. | won't be able 
to stand this." 


Jason and Rob rolled their eyes at the same time. 


"You are a vampire long enough now," Rob said, smiling in amusement. "But you still are thinking and fearing like 


a living human being." 

He shook his head. 

"And as you know very well, you're looking extremely handsome, and like a guy of twenty to twenty-five ... 
Everybody who doesn't know that you have got a vampire and knows about your human age will be stunned, 
and will think that you've got a lot of face-lifts, injections of Botox and hair transplants .. But only a few guys 
don't know because you use to tell everyone in reach that you've got a vampire, and especially that you got 
the ‘beloved’ son of Count Dracula." 

Kirk ripped open his eyes in shock once more. 


"You are so mean! | TOTALLY don't like you!" 


"Shut up!" Rob calmly ordered. "You are looking like twenty-five, or so, but we look as old as we are .. | can tell 


you that this is pretty hard to stand for all of us." 
Now, Kirk looked down at the floor, ashamed. 
"I'm sorry," he whispered. "| really haven't thought about it .. | guess, it has been pretty selfish of me." 


None of his band-mates and Jason, too, reacted or answered. They all knew well enough that Kirk the vampire 


was an unbearable selfish guy all the time. 


There was silence for a short moment then Kirk lifted his head and beamed at the others. 
"lll get you vampires, too," he offered. "Then youll look as young as |." 


Jason shook his head. To James' pleasure he had started to grow back his hair, and the chestnut colored curls 
already had reached his shoulders and upper back It looked very good. 


"That's not a very good idea, and it would offend your dear father, Count Dracula," he told Kirk. "Its because 
you are of noble blood as the beloved son of Count Dracula, and the Count is of even nobler blood. As you 
know very well, the Count just wants to honor with the privilege to get his son or daughter if someone is 
worthy enough. And that HE wants to decide who might be worthy to get his noble blood, and nobody else ... 
So, he would be really, really offended if YOU won't follow the rules he had done himself .. If you won't obey 
his strict orders he might kill you by himself in the blink of an eye .. Without having asked one of us 
unworthy vampire slayers to do the job for him before." 

Jason shook his head once more and clicked his tongue. 


"I'm pretty sure that you don't want the Count, your noble father, getting angry with you, right?" 


Kirk looked down at the floor and gave a weak nod. He didn't say a word because he exactly knew that Jason 
was right. 


"Very good," Jason said, giving Kirk a smile. "You are a good son and won't blame your noble father." 


Kirk just gave another nod. 


Now, James had enough and clapped his hands. 


"Well, then let's get back to business .. There's still a lot of work to do." 


Kirk quickly lifted his head and stared at James, his dark eyes narrowed. 


"What do you mean with ‘a lot of work to do', my dear James? We have done a fucking good new record .. 
Another number one record, | want to add .. Metallica is playing as perfectly as always, and | really don't see 
any need to practice so much .. | mean, hours for hours, and day after day. We are playing very, very 


perfectly .. As always, | also want to add. 


"Maybe YOU are playing perfectly," James said in unnerved and sharp tone. "Perfectly in a beat of a thousand 
with double or triple time feel, even if we play ‘Nothing Else Matters’ what's a pretty slow song .. You play 


perfectly but extremely fast. Much too fast. You fucking have to listen to the rest of the band" 

"1... | don't understand" Kirk clearly seemed to be without the slightest idea about what was going on. "Maybe, 
YOU just play too slow. Im absolutely sure that YOU are playing too slow, just to offend me .. AND | totally 
don't like you, my dear James!" 

"Awww!" James threw back his head because of Kirk's stupidity, getting desperate. "Why, the fuck, don't | let 
Rob or Jason kill you awfully selfish and naive vampire who pretends to be the lead guitar player of Metallica? 
It would be much easier for the rest of the band" 


"You are so mean to me." A vampire's tears were in Kirk's eyes now. "And | totally don't like you, asshole .. uh, 
my dear James .. There's absolutely no need for Rob and Jason to get me killed .." 


"| agree," Rob threw in. He looked a little tired now, too. "Kirk IS Metallica's lead guitarist, and neither | nor Jase 


will get him a nice amount of vampire's ashes without a good reason .. Unfortunately, we have to deal with 


him if we wanna get out on tour after our new record. Kirk just needs some more teaching." 


There was silence for a long while. Not even Lars, who hadn't said a word since James had stopped Kirk in 


playing like a madman, gave a sound. 


He sat behind his drums, completely exhausted, soaked with sweat, hanging his head without even looking at 
Kirk. 


"More teaching?" Kirk finally whispered. "But why .. | don't understand. We have done a great new record, and 


we'll do a great tour, too.” 

Now, Lars gave a whimper, still without looking at Kirk. 

Kirk shyly looked at his lover out of the corners of his eyes. 
"Lars? Larsie? Are you sick? You have to be sick .." 

Lars gave another whimper, then he looked up, very exhausted. 


‘lm fucking NOT sick, you brainless idiot .. | just try to hold your inhumanly fast beat, but there's no way to 


do so .. No drummer all over the world could do it." 


"Excuse me?" Kirk shook his head. He still didn't get it. "We have done an absolutely fantastic record. A number 


one record! Every single one of our fans - and a lot of new fans - totally agree. The record sounds GREAT. 


"Kirk, the record just does sound great because we have slowed down the tempo of every fucking single line of 


yours, except some of your solos," James now barked at Kirk, getting furious more and more. "All our sound 
engineers and everybody else have done a shitload of work to blend in your fucking vampire lead guitarists 


lines to make the record sound great." 


Kirk was out of words. He stared at James and his band-mates, one after another, then at the sound crew on 


the other side of the large studio window. 

The guys nodded. They looked exhausted, too. 

“But ... but .." 

"You even didn't notice it, Kirk" James tried to stay calm, now. He didn't mention Kirk's selfishness because it 
was clear enough. "You've blown out all your lines in just half an hour, then you left the studio, feeling great, 
but after that WE had to slow down your tempo to get along with our lines .. | nearly can't believe that you 
still haven't got it." 

He turned and waved at Lars who still sat behind his drums, hanging his head and his shoulders. 

"You're fucking Lars’ brains out all night and all day, whenever you get the stupid idea that poor Lars might be 
in need getting fucked by a vampire on the spot, and that's quite often .. Lars is completely exhausted, just 
because of this. How should he stand your playing tempo? None of us can keep up with your beat, I'm sorry to 
have to say .. And poor Lars never gets enough sleep or even rest" 


Kirk gave Lars another shy look. 


"I'm sorry .. l'm sorry, Larsie," he then whispered. There'll be no fucking for .. uh, for some days .. | promise. 


You'll get your time to rest, baby" 

"Thank you so much," Lars murmured without looking at Kirk 

He just sighed, looking slightly depressed 

Kirk insecurely stared at Lars for some more seconds, then he turned to face James once more. 

"But | STILL don't like YOU and your attitude, you fucker .. Uh, excuse me, | wanted to say, my DEAR James" 
James stared daggers at Kirk 


"And | STILL don't mind, you arrogant asshole of a fucking vampire! Uh, excuse me, my DEAR Kirk!" 


Chopter 3 - Battlefield 
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Chapter 3 - Battlefield 


After having told James that he TOTALLY didn't like him, Kirk stared at him in sheer hatred. In addition he 


gave a low hiss. 
But James wasn't impressed. He just shook his head. 


"Well, now you know what the problem is," he said. "You are playing much faster than the rest of the band, 
because you are a vampire - of noble blood - and the rest of the band and our crew ain't vampires, and we 
can't work as fast as you. It wasn't easy to slow down your lines for the record, but we finally managed to do 


so .. Unfortunately, there'll be no way to do the same on stage. No way!" 
Kirk still stared daggers at James and gave another low hiss. 


"You don't even listen to our playing, and that's a really big problem," James went on. "In addition, it might be 
dangerous to let you play live on stage because you'll blow up your fucking large and multiple lead guitarists 
amps in no time .. The fuckers will explode because of getting overloaded .. They won't stand your vampire's 
playing for more than two or three minutes. Maximum .. And | really ain't interested in playing my rhythm 
guitar and trying to sing, always in mind that a certain fucking vampire will get his fucking amps exploding in 
my back .. | HATE the idea of exploding amps, only because the band's lead guitar player now is a vampire who 
doesn't get it that he uses to play our new record - and I mean, ALL the songs on it - in just two or three 
minutes, followed by all the songs of all our records. Said vampire ain't be able to realize that his bandmates 
already have stopped playing and singing, and that all those poor guys in the audience have got stunned, too, as 
long as those guys ain't too drunk or stoned out of their mind .. Luckily, we have done just a few gigs in some 
smaller clubs so far, to test the fans‘ reaction by listening to several of our new songs .. But | suspect that 


you idiot haven't got the slightest clue of what was going on, so ..' 


"To the contrary, my dear James, to the contrary. | exactly do remember those gigs, my dearest James .. As 
usual, we played the clubs before getting out on tour, and | totally love those gigs, every single one .. Not to 
mention the extremely high quality of my, uh, OUR playing .. And | always have loved to do those club gigs 
because the fans can get close to me, uh, to the band | wanted to say .. Anyway, it feels good, and the fans 
adore me ... | like to play right face to face to the guys in front of the small stages, and | also like to give my 


very best. Well, this isn't too difficult for me because I'm the world's best lead guitarist, and no other lead 
guitar player could play as brilliantly as | .. Oh, did | already mention that | LOVE to play very closely to the 
fans? This is so intense, totally intense, and my fans .. uh, sorry, | mean OUR fans, of course, they are 
completely fascinated by just watching my fingers racing along my guitar's fretboard .. | absolutely give those 
guys the best time of their brief mortal life. Always. Isn't that great?" 


Now, Kirk happily beamed at James, Rob and Lars, ignoring Jason. As usual. 


"I'm such an unbelievably brilliant and highly talented lead guitarist, it's totally stunning and fascinating, and | 
can play everything. EVERYTHING! That's an extremely rare talent, you must know. Totally rare! And that 
means that all the other guitar players on Earth are mere beginners. Poor guys! And, by the way, | could play 
EVERY instrument, so | could help Lars out at the drums, if he is too weak to play fast enough, my poor 
baby." 


At this moment, Lars gave a whimper without lifting his head. He still sat on his drum stool, looking like the 


wreck of a drummer. 
Kirk quickly but briefly stared at his lover before he went on with his monologue. 


"Well, | could play the lead guitar AND the drums simultaneously .. Of course, | could play the bass and the 
rhythm guitar, too, and none of the unbelievable masses of Metallica-fans in the audience would get it, 
because | can move so extremely fast .. It's because l'm a vampire. A highly talented vampire. Of noble blood, | 


want to add .. Of extremely noble blood, and its ... 


"SHUT UP! Shut the fuck up!" James furiously yelled at Kirk. "Or | gonna make you shut up, fucker. I'm pretty 
sure that Jason will lend me one of his numerous stakes, or, maybe, his beautiful Katana, to get you 


decapitated. I'll do the vampire slaying by my own hands .. And don't think of mercy, asshole." 

James' face had got red from anger, and he still had to wipe his sweaty forehead every ten seconds, or so, 
otherwise salty drops of sweat got into his eyes, causing an intense burning pain and tearing up, so that James 
immediately had to get out his contact lenses if he didn't want them to disintegrate, or to get lost somewhere 
at the floor. 

And all of this just because of the band's lead guitarist who had morphed into a mad vampire! 


After having got ruined a large amount of pretty expensive contacts, James now used to show up at 


Metallica's HQ for rehearsing, wearing his glasses. 


Jason always thought that James looked extremely sexy if he was wearing glasses. 


But now, James quickly stepped close to Kirk, towering him because he was much taller than Kirk. He looked 
down at the vampire, fuming, and Kirk lifted his head to look up into James' angry and sweaty face. 


Kirk didn't move after he had lifted his head, he not even blinked. His arms and hands on his guitar looked 


completely relaxed, and his face was a mask of annoyed arrogancy. 


Because of this, James got furious more and more. He approached Kirk even closer, murder in his blue eyes, 


giving a low growl. 

His and Kirk's body would have touched if there hadn't been their guitars who kept up a small distance. As 
James' guitar gave a wailing sound, he automatically muted the strings by his right hand while he went on to 
threaten Kirk by the famous Hetfield-death-stare. 

Every other guy, who still had a few working brain cells inside his head, would have got the message and would 
have tried to leave the 'danger zone' as fast as possible to save his unworthy life, running away without 
looking back at James. 

Not so Kirk, the vampire of noble blood. 

He didn't back off like he had done BEFORE he had got a vampire. If he - being a vampire - didn't want to 
move, not even one of his fingers, there wasn't a way to MAKE him move. He was inhumanly stronger than 
every still living guy. 

Except the both vampire slayers inside the studio, of course. 


But neither Jason nor Rob looked alarmed. 


Still. 


James was near exploding, now. He narrowed his eyes. 
"You are such an arrogant asshole, and | fucking can't stand it any longer," he hissed at Kirk. Drops of his 
saliva and sweat hit Kirk's face, but the vampire ignored it. "YOU are the fucking idiot who isn't worthy to live 


.. Well, who isn't worthy to stay such a fucking undead zombie, to be precise. And ..' 


"I'm NOT a zombie!" Kirk immediately yelled at James, interrupting him. He furiously stomped his foot. "Take 


that back, or I'll snap your neck!" 


"SHUT UPI" James yelled back. "Get lost in one of those Black Holes in space you're believing in, and about what 
you use to babble nonsense hours for hours, just to annoy everybody else around you to death, you braggart, 
or we'll get you a one-way-ticket to one of your also beloved galaxies in deep space! As far away as possible ... 
That would be nice, and it would make things a lot easier for the rest of us .. You are just a useless and 
unbearably selfish idiot, and you usually don't get a thing what was going on around you, as long as it hasn't 
something to do with you or, your beloved father, Count Dracula." 


James snorted He bent and brought his face very close to Kirk's. Then he gave Kirk a cruel smile. 


"Well, | have some breaking-news for you," he said. "The world is a cold place and the tooth fairy has quit her 


job a long time ago." 


There was silence for a while because Kirk motionlessly stared at James, completely out of words. His mouth 


hung open, and his nice little fangs were to be seen. 


Giving the vampire another smile, James stepped back a little. Out of the corners of his eyes he had seen that 
Jason had got tensed up slightly and had furrowed his brows. 


Jason shot James a warning look, now, but he still didn't say a word. Rob stood behind James and didn't give a 
sound. But James exactly knew that Rob had tensed up in alert, too, and that Rob would have drawn his 


samurai's sword in less than a nanosecond, if necessary. 


Now, Kirk hissed and stomped his foot, again. The floor of the studio vibrated heavily, as usual, whenever Kirk 
stomped one of his cute little vampire's feet. 


"You are so mean to me! You always are mean to me, and that's because | look much better than you, | 
always have looked better than you .. Besides, YOU are just a lousy rhythm guitar player while l'm a brilliantly 
and flawlessly playing lead guitarist, and because of these hard facts you are envious about your ass" Kirk 
shot back His dark eyes gliHered. "And | DON'T use to babble around, fucker! | just like to think about science 
- every kind of science, by the way, and it's extremely generous of me to share my knowledge with others, 
that's all .. But YOU are just too stupid to get it. In comparison to me you know nothing. NOTHING! Well, maybe 
you have learnt a few things about guns and hunting, or how to restring a guitar without killing yourself and 
causing gigantic catastrophes like earthquakes or tidal waves, for example, or deadly eruptions of every volcano 


on Earth .. You are as stupid as a slimy worm .. AND | don't like you!" 


